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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

CONCENTRIC CIRCLES 

Cracks in broken windows 

Thread out like spokes from the center where a pebble 
or a bullet struck, 

Cross and recross, and spread to the edge of the pane. 

Ripples in still water or running water race out in con- 
centric circles from the place where a stone or a 
body is thrown in. 

Ice forms on pools in long thin slivers that knit slowly 
and close up the gaps till a hard, brittle floor is 
formed. 

Fissures in stones spread slowly, and widen and deepen 
with the prying of frost. 

Thoughts are like all these things. 

PRAYER 

O thou elemental 

Rain, sun, and body of the quick warm earth: 
Hear these words from the cells of thy blood, 
Multitudinous, various! 

Let the waters at the dim roots of the grass be sweet, 
And the milk be abundant in the breasts of time — 
Yet a little while, till the pearl-gray banners of smoke 
Be dissolved, and the flowing of rivulets be but a distant 

murmur 
In the shout and the far white splendor of thy coming. 
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Clifford Franklin Gessler 

Let thy kindness be as a wide white blanket covering all 

The brave inglorious futile race of men 

Who lift tired eyes ever to sad stars 

More desolate 

Than the wind-harrowed wastes of ocean, 

Whence comes no answer. 

And after our futile striving, give us 

Peace. 

Clifford Franklin Gessler 



GOD-LOVER 

Who are you? 

Why do you hide behind 

Your mask — the sun and stars? 

The brazen day and 

The moon-washed night 

Are alms that you give your beggars. 

I ask no mendicant's pittance— 

I cry for the supreme desolation of your face. 

Muriel Safford 
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